Sheet Lightning
The whip lash clacked, the jog-trot sharpened, all Sang "Farmer's Boy0 as loud as they could bawl, Till at the "Walnut Tree11 the homeward brake Stopt for hoarse ribaldry to brag and slake
The weary wildfire faded from the dark While this one damned the parson, that the clerk, And anger's balefire forked from the unbared blade At word of notches missed or stakes not paid While Joe the driver stooped with oath to find A young jack rabbit in the roadway, blind Or dazzled by the lamps, as stiff as steel With fear.    Joe beat its brain out on the wheel